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¢ WEE WISDOM 


Garland Lucile Prather 


Little Wisdom, soft and pure, 
Little Wisdom, true; 
Let us know what thoughts are passing 
i Behind your eyes of blue. 
4 Is it fairies that make you gurgle 
And coo in happy delight, 
Or is it the good in all you see 
That makes your face so bright? 
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EvizaBetH PrrrinGEer 
Chapter II 


=) THEL, as usual, was reading; curled up in the 
4 corner of the porch-couch, which was screened 
from view of the street by heavy vines of rose 
and honeysuckle. Her shoulders were crowded 
together, the light came straight into her eyes and her 
face was flushed with the excitement of the story. The 
hands which held the book were thin and transparent, 
with blue veins outlined against the wrist. Winnifred sat 
on the top step industriously sewing tiny sleeves into a 
doll dress, and as her fingers worked, so did her tongue; 
every time she pushed the needle through, her tongue 
came out, when the needle came out her tongue went in, 
but the sleeves of the dress were none the less neatly 
made. Sue was standing on the walk crying; her voice in 
every key up and down the scale was significant of a 
spoiled, fretful child. 

“For goodness sake, bawl-baby, what's the matter 
now?” exclaimed Winnifred, breaking her thread with 
impatience as she addressed her small sister. 

“T ain't a bawl-baby neither! I'll tell Uncle Billy 
you said I was a bawl-baby, so there now! That old 
cat scratched me, and it’s all bleeded on my dress; oh, 
oh, it hurts, so it does.” : 

“Serves you right for dragging it around by the 
tail; glad it did scratch vou, cross-patch: may teach you 
a lesson;’ Winnifred threaded her needle with a tan- 
talizing smile at Sue which sent that young lady darting 
after the cat with screams of, “I'll tell Uncle Billy you 
was glad I got scratched.” She tripped over the hose 
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and went sprawling, head first, into the wet flower bed. 

Heedless of her sewing, Winnifred sprang to her 
sister, clutched her tightly by the shoulder and shaking 
her until the child’s voice was too far gone to scream, 
demanded, “What do you mean by falling into my flower 
bed? You are the baddest thing I ever knew! You've 
gone and broken my lily, right off to the ground. I wish 
I were Uncle Billy for about one hour—there wouldn’t be 
a thing left of you if I were! You come right in to Mrs. 
Cramer and show her how your dress is covered with 
mud. Uncle Billy and Penelope will be here in less than 
half an hour and you'd be a nice looking thing to meet 
her for the first time! Come on; yes you are coming, 
whether you want to or not,” and still holding Sue with 
the grip of a giant, Winnifred dragged her, shrieking 
and screaming, into the presence of the stern faced 
housekeeper. For the third time that day the once 
spotless white clothes were removed and Sue was re- 
dressed from head to feet, amid a storm of protest from 
herself, the housekeeper and Letty, the nursemaid. 

“If your uncle was a poor man, Miss Sue, you'd 
soon learn what laundry bills is, and better manners, at 
the same time.” Letty felt sorry for the child, but dis- 
liked her nevertheless. No one could like Sue, no matter 
how hard they tried—no one but Uncle Billy, and he 
was blind to everything but her perfections. 

“Put your book up, Ethel, let’s talk about Pene- 
lope,” suggested Winnifred, no longer interested in the 
doll dress. “She'll be here in just a few minutes, and 
it’s the last chance we'll have for guessing. What do 
you think she’ll look like? I guess she’s light and has 
blue eyes and curly hair.” 

Ethel changed her position, but did not ake her 
eyes from the book; “I don’t know and I don’t care what 
she’s like. She can live in uncle’s house but—she can 
leave me alone. All she has to do is just to let me alone, 
and I won't bother her if I can help it.” 

“I wish you were as glad she’s coming as I am. 
I'm getting so excited ‘cause it’s only a few minutes 
now ’til she’s here. Do you know, uncle isn’t a bit glad 
she’s coming! He pretends he is, but I’ve seen a 
worried look every time we mention her name. He 
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don’t know what she’s like any more ’an we do. I’ve 
been wondering if he felt the same way about us when 
he found out we’d have to come here to live with him? 
He didn’t know us and he was boarding at a big club, 
and then he had to buy this house and change everything 
around. I’ve been wondering if it was an awful bother 
and whether he wasn’t sorry he had to do it? He’s so 
dear, he’d never let us guess he was sorry any more than 
he’ll let Penelope know, but just the same—he’s a 
perfect saint!” 

“T meant to be as mean as could be to her, but now 
I’ve made up my mind to be decent at least, just ‘cause 
Uncle Billy’d feel bad, but I’m sorry just the same 
“cause she’s coming. She’ll spoil all our good times, and 
_ it'll be like having a stranger around all the time. Of 
course Uncle Billy’ll like her ‘cause she’s his niece. 
Sue’s just plain jealous and—and so am I. Oh, how my 
head aches!” LEthel’s frail hand wandered over her 
forehead and smoothed back the straight yellow hair tied 
with the broad ribbon and black velvet hair band. “My 
head aches so I can hardly see, but this is such a splen- 
did story. Why don’t you read more, Winnie? You 
don’t know what a lot of fun it is—and it’s very bene- 
ficial, too,” with a grow-up air, adding, in a teasing voice, 
as Sue made her appearance, “Well, little angel-face, 
have you returned to cheer us with your bright smiles 
and sunny disposition? How fresh and clean you al- 
ways look! Tell me, little sunbeam, how you manage to 
make yourself so agreeable?” 

Not understanding, yet divining that she was being 
made the object of sport, Sue began to kick the couch 
and pull the pillows from under Ethel’s head. She 
grabbed the book and quick as a fiash threw it in the 
lately disturbed flower bed. This was too much for 
Winnifred, whose flowers they were, and a moment 
later Sue was sitting on the step with her hands and feet 
securely held and a firm hand pressed tightly over her 
mouth. “Promise not to yell and I'll take my hand 
away, but I'll keep it here all night unless you promise,” 
warned Winnifred. 

“Let her go, Winnie,” said Ethel; “it was my fault 
in the beginning and—she won't scream if I give her 
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this candy.” Ethel held up a piece of chocolate taken 
from a box hidden beneath the pillow. “Here, cry- 
baby-tipsy-toe, I hope you won’t bawl ’til you swallow 
this.” 

“Mrs. Cramer told Uncle Billy we were responsible 
for Sue’s disposition, but goodness! I hope I'll never, 
never be held to account for anything like that again. 
What do you suppose Penelope will think of you, missy? 
She’ll want to get back to the peacefulness of cowboy 
life after she sees you.” Winnifred was watching down 
the driveway for the expected auto which was to bring 
her new cousin. 

“T don’t care what she thinks of me, and I wish I 
would scare her back -where she came from,” protested 
Sue, with her mouth full. 

“So do I, Sue, but don’t you dare tell her I said it 
or [’lI—I’ll—I don’t know what I will do, but it will 
be something dreadful—I won’t give you another piece 
of candy for a year,” said Ethel, as she threw a sticky 
lump into Sue’s welcoming hand. 

“IT won't tell ‘less I get mad at you,” promised the 
little girl, “but I'll tell on Winnie, see if I don’t, ’cause 
she makes me cry all the time.” 

“Tell away, for all I care. You haven't anything to 
tell or you’d done it long ago. Oh, girls! girls! here 
they are, and—and—she ain’t a bit pretty, but—she 
looks nice!” 

As the great overland pulled in, Mr. Peters had 
stood watching for his niece with expectation and hesita- 
tion in his face and feelings. If she were half as fine 
as the three little orphans already in his care her coming 
would be welcome, but suppose she were different? Just 
then a little girl, dressed in deep black from head to foot, 
stepped from the train and timidly looked about, evident- 
ly searching for someone. Mr. Peter’s eyes rested on her 
for a moment, then with outstretched arms he went 


forward. “It’s Penelope, isn’t it? And I’m your Uncle 


Billy. You are Penelope, aren’t you?” seeing her hesi- 
tation. 

“No, sir, I'm—I’m Penny Peters, and my Uncle 
William was to meet me here—but it really doesn’t make 
any difference, ‘cause I’ve got the address and will get 
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in a taxicab. I know just how to hire one,” smiling with 
self-confidence. 

“Penny! why Penny is for Penelope, and I’m your 
Uncle William, of course, only I’m Uncle Billy instead. 
You're my little Arizona niece that I’ve just found, and 
I don’t intend to let you get away from me that ‘way! 
Give me your bag, Penny, and have you a trunk?” 

“Yes, Uncle—Billy, but I gave the check to a 
baggageman on the train, and it will be sent to the house 
tonight. I always arrange for my own things, then I’m 
sure of getting them right. You—you look like I 
thought you would only—only—” 

“Only what?” laughing; “vou didn’t think I was 
so old and stout and what?” . : 

“Oh, no; it was just.the other way. . Mr. Mays 
(that’s my lawyer), said you were a bachelor, and might 
not like children very much, and—” 

“And what did he say about me?. You won’t hurt 
my feelings a bit, ‘cause it isn’t true, not a word of it,” 
laughed Uncle Billy, helping his niece into the auto, 
“but of course I am a bachelor and that’s very mis- 
leading, very.” 

“Oh, Mr. Mays is a very, polite man and would not 
have said anything rude, but I—I got to thinking about 
things and—and, well it’s all been in my imagination. 
Are you really as glad as you look or will I be in your 
way? Mrs. Crome said most bachelors would object 
to having a child of my age shoved off on them, and—” 
tears filled the big blue eyes and spilled over before 
Penny could hide them. 

“My dear little girl, I’m just that glad you're here 
I could stand up and shout it to that crowd of men on 
the corner! Only I’m ’fraid they’d come and steal you 
from me. Don’t you ever let Mrs. Crome or anybody 
else make you. believe anything else. The only thing 
that bothers me are those black things you wear. Where 
did you get them?” Uncle Billy was talking fast to hide 
the fact that he saw the tears. “Black hat, black dress, 
black shoes! You don’t always wear such things, do 
you?” 
Penny, recovering herself, smiled as if the black 
amused her. “I don’t like it, either,” she said. Mr. 
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Mays took me to a big store before he put me on the 
train, and told the saleslady about me and said to fit 
me out with everything I needed, and she insisted on 
black, ‘cause mother’s gone, and when I saw she liked 
it so much I thought I wouldn’t hurt her feelings. Be- 
side, I thought maybe you'd think I ought to wear black, 
and I wanted to please you. I have a big trunk full 
of it ‘cause the lady said I’d need lots in a big city like 
Chicago. If you don’t like it and I don’t like it, what 
in the world will we do?” 

“We'll dye it,’ solemnly decided Mr. Peters, “and 
then we'll give it away, and then we'll go down to the 
biggest shop we can find and we'll buy a trunk full 
of all white things! I like lttle girls all in white, 
and I won’t have them worried trying to keep clean 
either—all in white, and they can make mud-pies with- 
out an apron, if they want to!” He was thinking 
of Sue and Mrs. Cramer. 

“Oh, Uncle Billy! wouldn’t it be funny to make 
mud-pies in a white dress! I always put on overalls 
when I play like that, and it’s lots more comfortable. 
I don’t have to wear white all the time, do I? I just 
love my calico dresses—I can’t endure this black!” 

“You can wear anything in the world you like; 
you can wear a gunny sack if you’re more comfortable 
in it! Ah, here we are and there are your cousins 
waiting for us! That’s Winnie running down the steps, 
and Sue on the porch, and Edith’s there in the couch.” 

“Cousins! why, why—I thought you were a bach- 
elor?” 

“Why, bless you, so I am. Didn’t you know you 
had cousins waiting for you? I thought you knew! 
They’re my nieces, your Uncle Henry’s daughters. 
Winnie, this is Penelope, only ‘Penny’ for short! Come 
Sue; this is my baby, Penny, my little Sue.” He picked 
up his small niece as he spoke and buried his face in her 
mass of curls. 

“Ethel, you little book-worm, lay aside your read- 
ing long enough to welcome your new cousin and old 
uncle!” Ethel felt the réproof in the gentle tone, and 
was ashamed of her coolness, so she came forward smil- 
ing. The next moment she knew she would never be 
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jealous of the cheerful, frankly pleasant girl who stood 
before her. There was something in Penny’s personality 
which showed through at the first meeting, and made 
others like her from the start. Only Sue clung to her 
uncle with might, and selfishly monopolized his atten- 
tion. The three girls went together to their rooms, 
Winnifred explaining the arrangement: 

“You see, I have such a big room, and uncle said 
we might be together if you wanted to as much as I. 
Mrs. Cramer moved in another bed, and—oh, I do hope 
you want to room with me; don’t you?” 

“Indeed I do. Won't it be fun!” 

That evening at dinner Penny explained how she 
had imagined her uncle’s home to look, how she dreaded 
coming to live with a cross old bachelor, and how she 
never dreamed there were other girls. The bursts of 
laughter and animated chatter were heard by the maids 
in the kitchen, and Mrs. Cramer sighed, “Dear me! 
I’m afraid she’s going to be worse than the others!” 


(To be continued.) 


“Beautiful faces are those that wear— 
It matters little if dark or fair— 
Whole-souled honesty printed there. 
Beautiful eyes are these that show, 
Like crystal panes, where earth fires glow, 
Beautiful thoughts that burn below.” 


Oh, awful and inspiring thought! 
That ‘tis not God but we 

Who, in this life, make for ourselves 
Our own eternity —Frank Strickland. 
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HOW “LITTLE GIRL” FOUND HERSELF 


Brancu R. Fenn 

AITTLE-GIRL was not happy; everything 
8G 
my} seemed to go wrong; even the sun with its 
beautiful rays of light seemed to be dull to 
her. In this discontented mood Little-girl 
wandered aimlessly along, not noticing or caring where 
she was going, until she found herself in the pretty 
grove a short way from home. When, oh, wonder of 
wonders! right there, almost under her feet, were two 
long blossoms, straight and fair. Now most children 
would have shouted and jumped up and down for joy, 
but you see Little-girl had become so discontented that_ 
she had lost her childish joy. So she stood still and 
wondered why things could look so happy and gay on 
such a disappointing day. You see, Little-girl knew 
her own face was not sunny and cheery. 

As she stood there and wondered, the noises ceased, 
the air grew fragrant and Little-girl’s troubled thoughts 
were hushed. She had entered the Land of Reality, and 
she heard a voice which seemed to come from the heart 
of the flowers, saying, “Little-girl, our beauty, our fra- 
grance and our colors are the expression of Good in us. 
We do not grieve or worry when we grow thirsty and 
the rain does not come, for we know, as all nature knows, 
that we are God’s creations and he will care for us. We 
do not seek to put on our lovely blossom-gowns until 
his own good time. We live each day, to give a smile 
back to him who cares for us. Oh, Little-girl, do not 
let clouds of discontent cover your sweet face which 
God has made, but keep his sun shining in your heart 
so that its rays may light your face and shine on others, 
that they may see God lives in you.” 

Then the tender voice ceased and Little-girl heard 
the noises of the wood again, and the songs of the birds, 
and saw for the first time how every flower turned its 
face up, how every leaf thrilled with joy and praise. 
Then all at once the whole world turned happy, and 
Little-girl’s face was brightest of all, for this joy-sun 
was shining in her heart and its rays danced upon her 
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face. Little-girl had found the tender voice within her- 
self, and she knew she was God’s child, whose love was 
over all. 


OUR BIRTHDAY GIFT 


Mrs. Croft, on her return from California, handed 
over to ye Editor an envelope containing three good 
dollars and this little note: 

“A love-offering to dear Wer Wispom’s Birthday, 
representing penny birthday offerings of the children in 
the Alameda Home of Truth S. S.” 

We are informed by Mrs. Croft that it is the 
practice of these Wisdoms to bring in upon their birth- 
days as many pennies as they are years old, and so each 
month there is something in the treasury to give to some 
good cause. 

August being Were Wispom’s birth month, all the 
Wees whose birthdays came in August brought in their 
penny-offerings for Wer Wispom. Wasn‘t that lovely 
of them! 

Just think of it, 300 cents! Altogether 300 years 
between them! Someday, when we cease counting time, 
300 years will be as a day to all of us, and we'll keep 
right on loving and doing always. Bless the Alameda 
Wisdoms! They are the genuine stuff. 

And what do you ’spose Wer Wispom will do with 
this gift of love? Why, she’s already planned to visit 
six Wees who have not found a way to pay her traveling 
expenses! So you see, the love expressed by these 300 
good pennies, goes right on multiplying and increasing 
forever and forever. 

A loving thought or deed like one little seed sown, 
brings forth of its kind, many fold. 

Wee Wispom and Blanche and Royal and ye Editor 
return grateful thanks to the Alameda Wisdoms, and 
declare for them a full-pressed-down-running-over meas- 
ure in return for this love gift. 


Doesn’t a kind word from some one make you 
happy? Think how a kind word from you makes others 


happy. 
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MR. CHEER UP 


Harriet Martone Hosson 


NE of the brightest, cheeriest little chaps that 
ever went bouncing gaily along on two springy 
legs, is Robin Redbreast! He comes to us 
early in the spring, does Robin, Mrs. Robin 
with him, and they are the very funniest and happiest 
little pair that ever sat on a dead tree limb and insisted 
that the whole great big wide world “Cheer Up! Cheer 
Up!” even when the wind is blowing a gale and the rain 
is coming down in torrents! 

The blacker the clouds grow and the harder the 
rain pelts, the louder does Robin sing, and the wetter 
his trim coat becomes and the tighter it sticks to him, 
the cheerier grows the music that comes bubbling right 
up from the happy little heart of him. And as we listen 
to him singing away so gaily out in the gloom and wet, 
giving his insistent message of good cheer in defiance of 
wind and weather, we agree with the old couplet which 
says, “A robin in a cage sets all heaven in a rage.” 

A bird with such a heartsome song should ever be 
free to deliver it from the loftiest tree tops, so all the 
dismal, mopey people can hear, and “cheer up” at once, 
just as he tells them to. 

Robin Redbreast is a master mason and builder, and 
he helps Mrs. Robin make a little home for the family 
they are going to raise. And how Mrs. Robin does 
admire the nest and her industrious mate! She skips 
to and fro and she wig-wags with her tail and flip-flops 
her pretty wings, and almost cheeps herself into hys- 
terics trying to express all that she feels. But as trim 
and pretty as she is, and as devoted a little mate and 
mother as everybody knows her to be, Mrs. Robin Red- 
breast is a sad housekeeper, and when the little birdlings 
are hatched out, she mixes babies and bugs all up in a 
bunch and then sits down very contentedly right on top 
of the whole squirmy bunch! Robin and his mate are 
the busiest little creatures in all the land through the 
summer and fall, and as bug hunters they have few, if 

any, equals among the birds that come to us. It is said 
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that every twenty-four hours a robin eats just exactly 
as much as he weighs! And when you remember how 
fat he is you will see that he has many a bug to catch. 

So up he hops at three o’clock in the morning when 
all the rest of the birds, and people too, are sound asleep! 
There is always a great to-do in Robindom just at three 
o’clock in the morning. All the robins around and about 
begin to talk at once then, and no one has ever been 
able to find out what the to-do is all about. 

“Perhaps they tell secrets that should not be heard, 

By mortals listening and prying; 
Perhaps we might learn from some whispered word 
The best way to bring up a little bird, 

Or the wonderful art of flying. 


“What do the robins whisper about, 
In the twilight of early dawning? 
Listen, and tell me, if you find out, 
What ’tis the robins whisper about 


At three o’clock in the morning.”—Palfrey. 


It may be that they are discussing the rare per- 
fections of that proverbial “early worm.” Robin should 
know all about them, for he catches many. He has to, 
poor little fellow, for the way his bald-headed, pop-eyed. 
babies eat is simply scandalous, and surely the one and 
only reason that they do not burst is because their tight 
little skins are elastic! 

When they are about two weeks old the baby robins 
come tumbling out of the nest, each bouncy-ball-of- 
feathers going in a direction of its own, while their fran- 
tic parents dance and squawk the wildest robin-talk that 
ever was heard. The youngsters do not pay the least 
bit of attention, but try to see the world right away, 
sprawling around in the grass on their wobbly little legs 
in a fashion that makes poor Robin Redbreast come close 
to having a fit. He positively seems to become rather 
weak-minded during the few days that he has to look 
after his enterprising young family and catch all the 
bugs he needs himself, and at the same time sing his 
love songs to his mate and help her get the nest ready 
for the next crop of birdlings. The young robins grow 
fast, though; it is not so very long before they are sit- 
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ting on a limb telling the world to “Cheer Up! Cheer 

Robin Redbreast is one of the sweetest tempered 
little chaps.in all of bird-land, singing away cheerily, 
no matter what the weather, or how hard he has to 
scratch for a living. He never complains, but always 
does his duty like a little man, and while he kicks up 
the dirt to hunt worms, or examines the potato vines for 
bugs, he stops in between to bubble forth a merry little 
jig-tune that seems to get into his own nimble heels 
sometimes, so gaily does he spin around. 

He can scold, though, if there be need for it. When 
anything or anybody goes too close to his beloved nest, 
Robin is always right there to bristle defiance in a 
fashion that is very funny in so tiny and so merry a 
fellow as he. If a cat so much as looks at the little 
home in the tree, down Robin flies to flop the daring 
feline with two sturdy wings, and to scold in a voice 
that is by no means weak. And Mrs. Robin always 
helps, coming to Robin’s aid with every feather stick- 
ing up on end, her petticoats flying, and her sharp bill 
doing vigorous work. 

During Robin’s busy days he will often catch sev- 
eral hundred cut-worms when he is out doing his early 
morning marketing. So, remember to be kind to him. 
He is your friend, and every boy and girl should be his, 
for it is a sad thing when friendliness is all on one side, 
and that the side of a little creature that can not even 
talk—at least talk as we do, for all of the furry, feath- 
ered folk have a language of their own. 

But if Robin Redbreast does not talk to people, 
people certainly talk about him! For no single ball of 
gray and red feathers in all this world ever did have as 
many stories told on him as has this merry little Mr. 
Cheer-Up! 

_ Some people claim that Robin is that truly won- 
derful, know-all “little bird that tells!” His friends 
all deny this, and to prove it say that Robin has. entirely 
too much important business of his own to be tattling 
on other people. He is the hero of that dear old song, 
“When Robin Comes to Town,” that we, all know and 
love, and he was also the star performer at that wedding 
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when the Sparrow killed Cock Robin with his bow and 
arrow! 

Some of the stories about Robin are very interest- 
ing, while one or two are so beautiful that to know them 
makes the tiny red-breasted bird very dear to us. 

There is an old Indian legend which claims that 
Robin was once a little boy, a little red-brown Indian 
boy, who so loved every living thing that he did not 
want to grow up and have to kill people and things, as 
the great chief, his father did. In that tribe when a 
boy was about twelve years old he was put in a tent 
far out in the forest to stay alone without food for ten 
days. The father of this little Indian boy with the 
tender heart, was very stern and cruel, but he loved the 
boy With a very great love, and his heart grew soft one 
day when he went to the lonely tent where this son was 
fasting. The old man tried to hide all feeling, and be- 
gan to tell the little chap how brave he had been to go 
without food for nine days, and that in just another 
twenty-four hourse he would be called a “good Indian” 
who was worthy a place in the council. 

Then the little boy lying on his bed of leaves said 
that he did not want to be a great brave and kill things. 
That he only wanted to stay a little boy who loved all 
i the wild creatures of the forest, and who could live 
quietly in the big home tent with his father and mother. 
This made the old man very angry and he stalked off, 
after telling the child to get “all such squaw notions out 
of his head” right away, and think only of the scalps he 
was to take—the great battles he was to fight. 

That night the little Indian boy dreamed that the 
Great Spirit told him he need never grow up, but could 
always stay little and tender and loving. That he should 
be a bird, a beautiful brown-gray bird with a red breast, 
and that he should be free and happy always! The next 
morning when the old chief went to the tent in the 
forest it was empty! And then even as he stared wildly 
about, a tiny bird with a red, red breast began to sing 
on a limb close at his side. “Cheer Up! I am free! 
Grieve not!” sang the robin to the old, grief-stricken 
chief. 

“Tt has the earth on its back and the flame of the 
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sun upon its breast! Opechee! Opechee” he cried, as 
he turned to go back to his empty home. 

This old legend says that Robin followed closely 
after the father to the wigwam, and that he built his 
nest in a tree right by the door. And the Indian mothers 
say, when they tell this story to their little ones, that 
ever since that day the “Opechee,” which means “bird 
with the red breast,” has loved man well, and is happiest 
when its nest is close to his home. 

There is another legend connected with the Robin 
that is one of the most beautiful of the many bird myths. 
This says that at the crucifixion there were many birds, 
and that every one of them had love for the Savior in 
its little heart, mingled with a very great longing to serve 
him in some way. 

The lovely swallow flew to and fro wailing sills, 
“Salve! Salve!’ This means “save!” and the swal- 
lows have kept that same cry until today. 

The teautiful cross bill tried to aid the One who 
loved and helped every living creature, and tradition 
says that its delicate bill was crossed for all time in the . 
queer shape it bears now, by the little bird’s frantic ef- 
forts to pull the cruel nails from the Savior’s hands. 

And our little Robin was there too, with a heart 
full of love and the great desire to help, for unless love 
brings willingness to serve with it, it has no right to the 
name. Robin pressed close to the cross, and with his 
little bill plucked one thorn from the crown upon the 
Savior’s brow. He was a sober-hued little bird, but the 
blood from the wound that the thorn had made fell upon 
his breast and it has glowed like a ruby ever since. 


You ask where the fountain of youth is kept? 
*Tis easy to find, just go 
To the poppy cup where the dew has slept; 
Let your soul drink—and then you'll know. 
—RHelen Louise Knoz. 


Remember the Booster Club. Royal wants you to 


start a club among your friends. Write him for par- 
ticulars. 
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OUR YOUNG AUTHORS 


A MESSENGER OF TRUTH 


Epna WEBER 


[We inclose a short story written by one of our Sunday 
School children for publication in “Wee Wispom.” A gentle- 
man of this city, seeing the little paper, became interested and 
offered a prize for the best short story to be written by the 
children of our school only, which was then to appear in 
Wee Wispom. Edna Weber was considered to have written 
the best story and so she received the prize, a tent of about 
five by seven feet—H. H. Schroeder, St. Louis, Mo.] 


FE boy,’ said Mrs. 
ie Main to her hus- 
band; "go get a 


a paper 


paper.” 

Mr. Main hurried to 
the street, where the boy 
stood. After paying the 
boy, he brought his purchase 
to his wife. 

Mrs. Main read until 
her eye fell upon the follow- 
ing: “For adoption, a bright 
boy, named Archibald 
Reethers, aged seven years. 
High Street Home.” 

After thinking about it 
a few seconds, she spoke to 
her husband. “Here is a 
boy, seven years old, who Edna Weber 
has no home and can be adopted. I never did care 
much about children, but he could wash the dishes and 
do such things, and when he is old enough can start 


| | 
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to work. I really think he could make about three 
dollars every week.” 

Mr. Main, although he did not like the idea of 
adopting Archie, yielded to his wife’s persuasions and 
went with her to the Home, where they were met by a 
kind looking woman. She was the matron, and she gladly 
told Mr. and Mrs. Main that Archie had belonged to 
the family, as they called the children of the Home, 
about a year. 

“Here we teach the children the Truth, and all our 
boys and girls are Truth children,” said the matron. 

After the couple had looked at Archie, they decided 
they wanted him, at least for a while, and if he suited, 
they would sign the papers necessary to adopt him. 

Archie was made very happy and said, “I knew 
I'd have another papa and mamma. My, but God is good 
to me.” 

So Archie was taken home and set to work. The 
next day Mr. Main went to his work, and his wife went 
to her best friend’s house to tell her of Archie. During 
their absence, Archie strayed to the next yard to play 
with a small girl who had, as Archie said, “the cutest 
little puppy.” The girl’s mother at once took a liking 
to Archie and wished she had known him sooner. 

All day the children played in the sand until Mrs. 
Main came home. Then Archie ran to her, smiling, but 
Mrs. Main did not smile, for she had been out all day 
and her husband was sure to be cross. 

“Oh, why did I want Archie?’’ Mrs. Main asked her 
husband that night. 

After thinking about it a few minutes, Mr. Main 
said, “We'll keep him a while and maybe we can turn 
him over to someone who has no children, or else we 
can take him back to the Home.” 

Six weeks passed by and again the ad: “For adop- 
tion, a cheerful boy, named Archibald Reethers, No. 
9547 W. Station St.,” appeared in the paper. 

This was read by Mr. and Mrs. Becket, who were 
both teachers in the Truth Sunday School. They, hav- 
ing no children, at once contrived to see Archie. 

When they reached the Main house, Archie was 
found shining Mrs. Main’s boots and smiling. The 
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Mains were very glad of the chance to get rid of Archie, 
so Mrs. Main said, “Archie was brought up in the Truth 
or something like that, the matron at the Home told us. 
Now, whatever it is I don’t know.” 

“We-are New Thought or Truth people,” said Mr. 
Becket. 

“You see, it is this way,” began Mrs. Main, “Archie 
is a good boy, but we can’t use him.” 

“Archie’s face shows he is a Truth boy,” said Mrs. 
Becket. 

The Beckets adopted Archie, and he was indeed 
glad and thankful. Mr. and Mrs. Becket were even 
happier and more thankful than Archie, if such a thing 
were possible. 

After the happy couple had gone, Mrs. Main said 
to herself, “There must be something in that Truth 
business after all. Those people are too happy to be 
natural. I must step around to the church Mr. Main 
spoke of with him next Sunday.” 

The Mains’ visit to the Church of Truth delighted 
the Beckets. Mr. and Mrs. Main were so pleased, they 
decided to become regular members, and they went home 
that day with cheerful faces, such as no one had seen 
on the Mains before. 

Archie is now nine years of age, and a fine scholar 
at the Truth Sunday School. 
He often visit Mr, and Mrs. 
Main with his new parents. 

The Mains are now 
happy people and are very 
thankful they heard of 
Archie, for he was their 
“Messenger of Truth.” But 
they are also sorry they 
gave him up, and that they 
did not study the Truth 
sooner. 


Carroll Savage, Jr. 

A real Truth Baby, 
who knows how to practice 
the law ‘of love already. . 
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| WEE WISDOM BOOSTER CLUB it 
Royal, Secretary 

NS OF 


The wearers of the monkey pin are growing in 
number. This month lots and lots of Wisdoms have 
sent in the name of a friend to have Wee Wispom visit 
a year, and both have been given Booster pins. The 
clubs seem to be doing well, too. Of course, since 
school has just started and the secretaries are rather 
busy, we should not expect too many reports this time, 
but next month I know, all the clubs will report, and 
many of them will send in their pictures. Now please 
do, for we want to see our club members. You know, 
every Wisdom is interested in every other Wisdom in 
the world, and so we ought to be like a big family. 
Don’t you.think that that would be great? 


Many of the Wisdom’s parents have 
taken up the good work of helping organize 
Booster Clubs, and I think that it would 
be a great idea for every Wisdom to get 
papa or mamma interested in the club work. 
If you show them how much good it is 
The Booster doing you, they will help you. They love 

™ you above anything else in the world, and 
want to make you big, fine strong men and women. 

Mrs. Marion Irons in West Branch, Mich., is work- 
ing with the Booster Club there, and is doing a good 
work. She sent in a new Wisdom this month. 

Mrs. John Berglund, of Clay Center, Kan., 
has done much good work and sends in many new 
Wisdoms to us. She is building up a fine club, and we 
expect to hear from it each month. There is a letter 
from it this time. Mrs. C. J. Sheldon, of Wichita, 
Kan., is going to start a Booster Club. She is so in- 
terested in the Wisdoms. Mrs. T. M. Kell, of Los 
Angeles, sends in three new Wisdoms, and wishes us 
all success. Isn’t it great to have all the “grown-ups” 
helping us in our Booster Club? They will help us 
every time if we will show them that we are interested. 
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Clara Behle, of St. Louis, has a Sunday School class, 
and is much interested in the Boosters. Don’t you 
think that it would be fine for the Wisdoms in St. Louis 
to have her help them start a Booster Club? 

The Wisdoms in the Unity Sunday School here in 
Kansas City have formed a big, fine club, under the 
direction of Mrs. Haseltine. She is so enthusiastic for 
the Boosters, and the Unity Boosters are going to have 
a letter in Were Wispom each month. 

Frances sends in a nice report of her efforts in 
Grosse Pointe, Mich. I know that she will have success 
in her work there. She has a nice little sister, Irene, 
who adds a note to Frances’ letter, saying that she loves 


us all. Grosse Pointe, Mich. 
Dear Wee Wispom—I am trying to get up a club with 
my friends. I hold a Thought every night. This morning 
I swallowed a penny. Will you please help me. I am twelve 
years old and in the fifth grade. There’s six in our club. Will 
some of the Wees write to me? My address is 122 St. Clair 
Avenue, Grosse Pointe, Michigan, Wayne county. 
Sincerely yours, Frances Parker. 


Be sure and write Frances. Tell her what a nice 
time you have in starting a club, and ask her how she 
is doing it. She is a loyal little Wisdom and knows lots 
of good things. 

Here is a report from the Booster Club at Clay 
Center, Kan. Arria is a good secretary, and I know 
that she will write every month. ‘ 

Clay Center, Kan. 

Dear Royal—Mrs. Berglund gave me the letter you wrote 
her, and I am waiting for the other members to come. I 
thought I was going to have to wait a long time, as I get out 
of high school at three o’clock and the other children get out of 
city schools at four o’clock. We are going to have a meeting 
at Mrs. Berglund’s this afternoon. It is so cloudy that I am 
afraid we cannot have our pictures taken today. The names 
of our members are: Heloise Wilson, Penelope Berglund, 


Elizabeth Berglund, Thelma Matters, Arria Neal, Louella- 


Johnson, Vere Norquist, Ottie Berglund, Ted Berglund and 
Jonh Berglund. Our meeting opened today by saying the 
thought, “I shall have no evil thought, for I am like my Father 
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who is all love.” Then we had the secretary’s report, and then 
the secretary read a story from a back number of Wee Wispom, 
“The Lady of Love.” Then the vice-president read a story. 
We also elected a new treasurer, Vere Norquist. Well I must 
close. Arria Neal, Secretary. 

P. S—Have you a Wee Wispom song? If so, will you 
send me a copy? We want it for the club. We adopted the 
thought I mentioned above as our club thought.—Secretary. — 


We have no regular song for the Wisdoms, but must 
try to get one. Won't some of our little musicians try 
to make us an air, that we can try fitting various words 
to it. Isn’t that an interesting report? It would be 
fine to have a dozen or two such good letters in each 
issue of the Booster Club. Their silent thought is 
good, too. 

Here is a nice letter from Kenneth who lives in 


the beautiful California mountains. 
Glenwood, Cal. 


Dear Wee Wispom—this is the first letter I have written 
you, though I have taken you for three years. I should love 
to start a Booster Club, but I cannot, for I am living away 
in the Santa Cruz Mountains. It is beautiful here, but I do 
not know any boys and girls who would like to take you. I 
love you, Wee Wispnom, and I love to read and hear all your 
nice stories. I am ten years old, and am in the fourth year 
at school. I walk one mile to school. I wish all the little 
girls and boys could read Were Wispom; as I cannot send 
for more than one, I send it to my cousin to read. Maybe 
next year I can send two or three subscriptions instead of one. 
I shall take you as long as I can. My birthday comes on 
Wee Wispom’s birthday. I am sending in this letter money 
for another year, with love to all Wees, and the Editor, and 
all the world. We are not living in our old place we called 
“Timber View,” but we have a new bungalow among the great 
redwood trees. We call our new place, “Fern Banks”; it just 
suits it, for ferns grow on all the banks around our house. 
Do you know Henry Harrison Brown? He is our neighbor. 
He has the beautiful “Now Folk Summer Home” two miles 
from our place. He is a New Thought teacher and writer. 
Mr. Brown’s horse and cart were thrown down a steep bank 
off the mountain road a few day ago; the cart was broken 
all up and the horse killed, but Mr. Brown was not even 
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scratched, and he was in the cart, too. I guess we Wees all 
know how he was wonderfully protected, don’t we? 
Kenneth Ketchum. 


Yes, Kenneth, the Wisdoms may surround them- 
selves with Divine protection, just as Mr. Brown did. 
Then they will never have any sickness or hurts. 


Wee Wee has written us a nice letter and sent us 
some new Wisdoms. We are always glad to hear from 
Wee Wee. 

Dayton, Tenn. 
Dear Royal—Though I am not a registered member of 
the Booster Club, I am much interested in Booster “doin’s,” 
and hope that now I have gotten the club work started here. 
Please find inclosed the name, address and subscription of a 
dear little Booster, Miss Isabelle Miller. Her parents are 
quite enthusiastic over Wee Wispom. I am also inclosing 
traveling expenses for Wee Wispom to visit “Mammy Sue’s” 
five lttle grandchildren who live with her at “Forest Home.” 
I am sure they will enjoy the stories and letters. Please 
send a monkey pin and a letter of instructions to each ad- 
dress, and I should be glad to receive one, also. I think the 
club idea is splendid. How nice it would be for every Wisdom 
to belong to one. Please enroll me as a Booster. With 

much love to all, I am, 
Yours always, Wee-Wee Benham. 


We welcome the new members and know that Wee 
Wee’s club will develop into one of the most prosperous 
ones we have. I sent a nice letter, telling all about 
the club, to the little grandchildren of “Mammy Sue,” 
and also to Isabel. 


Prudence wants to be a Booster, and so we shall 
let her work in Oakland. I am sure that she will work 
with Norma Kiefer, who is also interested in the club 
work. 

Oakland, Cal. 
Dear Royal—I would like to join the Booster Club. Some 
of my friends are very anxious to join, too. They give us our 
Wee Wispom at Sunday School. Will you please write and 
tell me about joining? Sincerely, Prudence Cushman. 


Here is the letter from Norma. She is interested in 
the Booster Club. I know that every Wisdom who lives 
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in Oakland will help these two Wisdoms in their efforts 
in starting a club. It is lots of fun, and you have so 
many wise friends. 
Oakland, Cal. 

Dear Were Wispom—I have been waiting for you all 
month. When I came home yesterday 1 was very glad to 
see you. The only fault I have with you is that you don’t 
come often enough. I liked all the stories in Wee Wispom last 
month, but the one I thought the nicest was, “How Dorothy 
Was Cured,” because it shows the real God. Would you 
please write and tell me what I should do to be a Booster? 
Well, I must close now. With heaps of love to all the Wees 
and yourself, I remain, Yours lovingly Norma C. Kiefer. 

3821 Nevil St. ; 

P. S—I shall be nine years old on the 19th of October. 

Would not the Wees send me some birthday letters? 


Be sure to send Norma a card on her birthday. 
She will write and thank you for it, and you may be- 
come real good friends by mail. 


Up in Washington, Zona is asking to be told how to 
start a club. Well, Zona, I shall write you a long letter, 
and tell you all about it. Be sure and keep me posted 
as to how you are getting along. 

Glencove, Wash. 
Dear Were Wistom—lI am a little late in writing, but here 
I am now. I want to start a Booster Club here at Glencove. 
Will you please tell me how to do it? I know five children that 
I think can come at first, and maybe can find some other 
children who can come. How much would five monkey pins 
cost? Please write and tell me all about it. I will tell you 
all about myself now. I have a big room all my own. I 
have a dresser, a bed and a kind of a stand to write on. My 
grandmother gave me a pretty plant, and I have it in my 
room. I have two great big, pretty dolls and one little one. 
My little one has a tennis costume and a pretty dress to 
wear every day. I am going to make her some more clothes. 

I wish some Wees would write to me. Zona Gough. 


We seldom send monkey pins without having a new 
Wisdom, Zona. You see, the wearer of a monkey pin 
is supposed to have brought a new Booster into our club. 
If you can’t find any new Wisdoms, though, maybe I 
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can find someway of getting pins for the club members. 

Ruth writes us a nice letter from Oakland, Kan. 
She is a nice little girl, and always practices the Truth 
learned in Wer Wispom. 


So many new Wisdoms came this month, and so 
many monkey pins have been sent out, that there is 
not room for all the letters. Thelma Axtell, Willits, 
Cal., wants to be a Booster; Myron Howe, Glencove, 
Wash., wants to be a Booster, and will help Zona 
organize a club, I am sure. Vergie Wager was sent a 
- Booster pin, and Evelyn McGregor was also sent one 
because she is a new Wisdom. Vivian McKelly and 
Laura Fallon of Adams Springs, Cal., were sent Booster 
pins; also George Paul Borglum of Omaha, and Marcia 
Borglum of Norwalk, Conn., were sent pins. Cryil 
House of Brantford, Ont., Canada, sent a dollar to have 
Wee Wispom a year. He is so generous in paying the 
fare to Canada. Just lots of Wisdoms are sending in 
transportation for another year. We are losing hardly 
anyone. Nice letters were received from Belle Mathews, 
Bernice Buxton and Katarina Westlund who lives away 
off in Mexico. 

At the last moment three cute pictures came of 
Angus, Neil and Archie Campbell, who live. thousands 
of miles from us, far in South Africa. These will be 
shown you next month. ? 


And now the most successful meeting of the Booster 
Club is over, and we are ready to read the stories and 
other things which Wee Wispom brings. 

Just one more word about the club; don’t you think 
that it would be a fine idea for us to have a thought to 
hold for the success of the Boosters, and have every 
member hold it every day? It seems to me that we 
could all get lots of good out of it, don’t you? Lets have 
the thought, “I am God’s child, and I reflect his per- 
fection in all that I do, and think and say.” Write and 
tell me what you think we ought to have for a thought 
next month. 


Remember that every time you send in traveling 


expenses for a new Wisdom, you get a monkey pin, 
and the new Wisdom gets one also. 
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BLANCHE’S BIBLE LESSONS 


Lesson 2, OcToBER 13 
CLEAN AND UNCLEAN.—Mark 7:1-23. 


Golden Text :—“For the kingdom of God is not meat and 
drink, but righteousness, and peace, and joy in the Holy. 
Ghost.—Rom. 14:17. 


The Pharisees had a custom of washing their hands just 
before eating. Not particularly for cleanliness sake, -but be- 
cause it was a habit handed down’.from the elders... Some.of 
the Pharisees noticed that the .disciples:. always. washed im- 
mediately before eating, and they journeyed far: to complain 
to Jesus of it. Jesus called them hypocrites, and told them 
that although they were very careful of the customs, handed 
down by men, in their hearts they did. not obey. the. law. of 

The same applies to many.of us today.. We sare careful 
of customs; careful not to transgress any. of the so-called laws. 
of etiquette, but do we always obey the laws of.God?. Are 
our hearts always full of love for our neighbors?, Are we 
always truly kind? Do we do the very best we know at all 
times? : 

Some folks go to church every Sunday, and_to. prayer, 
meeting every Wednesday, and call that worshiping God. That 
is worshiping according to the custom of man, but true wor- 
ship of God requires something more. To keep love always 
in our hearts; to let our lips speak only words of truth and 
kindness; to allow only good thoughts to enter our minds; 
to do this not only Sunday, but every day and every hour— 
this is the true worship ef God: If we wish'the promise of 
happiness and peace and health, which the Bible contains, to 
be manifest in our“lives, we must obey the law of God. 


Lesson 3, OcToBER 20 


MISSION TO THE GENTILES.—Mark 7:24-30; Matt. 8:-. 
5-13. 
Golden Text :—“Him that cometh to me I will in no wise 
cast out.”—-John 6:37. 
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This week’s lesson tells of two cases of healing. The 
daughter of a certain Greek woman was possessed of an un- 
clean spirit, and the mother besought Jesus to heal her. Al- 
though the people of her race were not supposed to be among 
those to whom the promises in the covenant referred, still she 
had faith in the Christ, and her daughter was healed. 

The other case was the servant of a centurian, who was 
sick of palsy. The centurian came to Jesus to ask him to heal 
the servant. 

The Lord answered, saying he would come, but the 
centurian, although socially ranking above Jesus, declared that 
he was not worthy to have Jesus under his roof. Then, too, he 
had such faith in the Christ that he was sure he could heal the 
servant merely by speaking the Word. He knew it was not 
necessary for Jesus to go to his house. 

When Jesus saw how great the centurian’s faith was, he 
said, “Go thy way; as thou believest, so be it done unto thee,” 
and the servant was healed. 

The key to this lesson is faith, The Greek woman, al- 
though she knew she was not included in the promises of the 
covenant, had faith that Jesus would help her. Her faith 
was rewarded in spite of the covenant. 

The centurian believed that the Word of the Christ was 
all powerful, and recognized that social position did not count 
in the Divine order of things. 

In both cases it was the faith of the supplicant that 
won the answer to their prayers. Neither doubted the power 
of the Christ. If we never doubt the power of the Christ, we 
will never fail to receive answers to our prayers. 

Social position does not so much matter. We all have the 
same Great Christ Spirit in us. The person who through 
constant practice has learned to use the power of this Spirit 
in his everyday affairs, is the highest in postion, the most 
enviable, the happiest, but such position is within reach of 
everyone of us. Through believing in and using the wonderful 
force within, we can all raise ourselves to the highest position 
-——the place of poise and joy and peace—the kingdom of heaven. 


hut LESSON). 4, OCTOBER: 27 
WANDERINGS ‘IN. DECAPOLIS.—Mark 7:31-8:10. 
Golden Text :—‘He hath done all things well; he maketh 


28 WEE WISDOM 


both the deaf to hear, and the dumb to speak.”—Mark 7:37. 


During the wanderings of Jesus and his disciples a man 
was brought before them who was both deaf and dumb. His 
friends beseeched Jesus to help him, and he was healed. 

We read some time ago of the feeding of the five thousand 
with the few loaves and fishes. This time Jesus again feeds 
the multitude from a small supply. 

We are, some of us, deaf and dumb, although we do not 
realize it. When we do not hear the Voice within us, when 
we do not listen to the Truth and have never closed our 
eyes and gone into that “city of peace” in our minds, where a 
small voice whispers, “All is well,” we are deaf to the real 
things of life. When we speak of sickness and sorrow instead 
of allowing our tongues to speak only of joy and health, we 
are dumb as far as Truth is concerned. We are not speaking 
real words, but shadow words which will bring shadow results. 
But when we once find the Spirit within, and are awakened, 
when we listen to, and speak only the real, we are no longer 
deaf and dumb, but are living as we are meant to live, a happy, 
strong, healthy life. 


Lesson 5, NovEMBER 3 


THE SIGN OF THE LEAVEN.—Mark 8:11-26. 


Golden Text :—“Jesus spake unto them, saying, I am the 
light of the world: he that followeth me shall not walk in 
darkness, but shall have the light of life..”.—John 8:12. 


The Pharisees were always looking for signs from heaven 
that Jesus was the real Messiah. If they had but known 
it, there were signs all around them, but only those looking 
with spiritual eyes could see them. There are people today 
who are willing to believe if they can be shown some sign, 
but these people do not know that the truest signs come from 
the within. The way to get a true sign or realization of the 
‘Truth is to go into the still places of our own souls and listen. 
We must be humble, must become as little children, willing 
and anxious to learn. Then we must be still; we must look 
within for signs instead of without. The outer signs will 
come later in a well-balanced mind and a healthy body, but 
the way is through the stillness of our own souls. 
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BLANCHE’S CORNER 


HONEST TRUE 


“For I was a watchin’ something queer 

Goin’ on there in the grass, my dear! 

*Way down deep in it, there I see 

A little dude-fairy, who winked at me.”—Riley. 


“Max it’s true. Uncle Bob said so.” 

“Aw, he’s goshin’ you. Course I ain’t sayin’ there 
never was fairies. There must have been way back 
there when Aladdin had his lamp—else nothin’ would’ve 
happened when he rubbed it—but they’re all gone now.” 


“Why, Max; I guess Uncle Bob ought to know. 
His hair’s all white, and he’s lived years and years. It 
was when we were out under the locust tree this after- 
noon, when everything was hot and buzzy and sleepy 
like. Uncle Bob was reading about two fairies, and he 
closed the book and asked me if I believed in fairies. I 
didn’t know, and I asked him, did he? ‘I should say 
so! he said; ‘they’re everywhere. Of course you can’t 
see them, but you can feel them.’ His eyes were twin- 
klin’ and I thought he was laughin’ at me, but he said 
that he had some fairies living under his white-thatched 
roof (he meant his hair), and that when his eyes 
twinkled that way they were peepin’ out at me. He 
said they were love fairies, all dressed in pink, with 
golden hair and pretty blue eyes. He said they were 
the only kind he allowed to live inside of him, and he 
bet I had fairies in me, too. He could see ’em peepin’ 
at him and they were all dressed in white. I asked 
what kind of fairies you had, and Uncle Bob laughed, 
and told me that papa thought you had some called imps 
and dressed in red, but he thought they were a good 
frisky kind of fairy called ‘abundant life. Funny 
name for fairies, isn’t it?” 


“Whenever we want our fairies to do anything for 


us, he says we must say, ‘All things are possible to the 
Spirit within me.’ That’s the magic sentence. And, 


| 
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Oh, Max, you ought to hear him tell about mother fairies. 
He says sometimes they’re all pink, and sometimes white 
or blue, but they all have a soft yellow light all around 
them. They’re the most beautiful of all, and Uncle Bob 
says if I’m good, maybe my fairies will grow like 
mother’s. He’s promised to teach me how to make them 
that way. Where are you going, Max? There’s lots 
more to tell? 

“I’m going to find Uncle Bob. Maybe he can tell 
me how to make my fairies all twinkle like his.” 


We have encouraged our Wisdoms to select and 
send in verses and stories that especially appealed to 
them. They have generally remembered to announce the 
fact, when thus selected, or we have done it for them. 
But last month, the clever little poem by Stevenson, 
“Foreign Lands,” slipped in under the name of C. D. 
Everitt, Jr., who had sent it because he wanted all the 
Wisdoms to read it. We would like our little contribu- 
tors to remember to put either the name of the author 
or the fact that they have copied it, when they send 
selections hereafter. 


Every time you send in the name of a new Wisdom, 
inclosing Were Wispom’s traveling expenses, the sec- 
retary of the Boosters will mail you and the new Wisdom 
each a Booster pin. 


Love makes life’s pathway a bower of roses and 
song. 


May He who clothes the lily, 
And notes the sparrow’s fall, 
Protect and save “Wee Wisdoms” 
And guard them safe through all. 
—M. E. B. 


Have you joined the Booster Club? Write Wrz 
Wispom about it. 
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OCTOBER, 1912 


Have you noticed that the trees, 
Once so modest and so green, 

Now are gorgeous in their dress 
Of brightly colored sheen? 


Have you wondered why October 
Always changed the wood to red, 

And touched the leaves with colors 
Before they went to bed? 


It’s Jack Frost, the little mischief, 
Who kissed them. one and all! 

And they blush bright red and tremble, 
And quiver till they fall. 


Bee" IF THERE IS A BLUE MARK at the end of this notice, it is because 
you have forgotten to invite WEE Wispom to continue her visits to 
you. You must not miss her this year, for she has planned many 
new treats fer her readers, great and small. 


I, Wisdom, cause those that love me to inherit substance, and I will 
eir treasuries. 


WEE WISDOM 


, THE OLD TIME QUILTING PARTY 
Emma H. TEEL 


There are ripples of mirth ‘round old Mother Earth, 
Who gives an old time quilting today; 

She has asked all the trees, the spiders and bees, 
And they've come in garments so gay. 


Jack Frost, one night, wrote invitations in white, 
On leaves of emerald green; 
The trees, so vain, began to complain: 


“‘We've nothing in which to be seen.” 


But now they are dressed in their very best, 
All colored, brown, yellow and red; 

And scraps thrown down to cover the ground, 
Till with a gay patch-work it is spread. 


There is tall Madam Oak, in a new fall cloak, 
Nodding greeting to each new guest; 

And stately Miss Pine, her needles so fine, 
Will share with all the rest. 


While old Mrs. Beech is whispering to each 
The gossip of woodland today, 

How Bluebird and Jay have journeyed away 
To southland in aeroplanes, gay. 


The spiders with reel and spinning-wheel 
Are furnishing thread to sew, 

And all work with a will to cover dale and hill, 
*Ere the cold, blustery, winter winds blow. 
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